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house on the hill

one mile high, resting up in the sky,
its not what you have waited for,
unlock and open the door,
of the house on the hill..

danger come, light from the morning sun,
dreams falling further away,
with no more words to say,
in the house on the hill..

the wind blows my dreams away..
son please let them stay..

the time has come, pack up your things and run,
your goal is too far from view,
you know that i'll miss you,
my house on the hill.

words by robert matthew redhead 2002.












